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That I should love a bright particular star,
And think to wed it, he is so above me:

90 In his bright radiance and collateral light
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere....
Th'ambition in my love thus plagues itself:
The hind that would be mated by the lion
Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague,
To see him every hour, to sit and draw
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls,
In our heart's table; heart too capable
Of every line and trick of his sweet favour....
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

100 Must sanctify his relics. Who comes here?

PAROLLES enters

One that goes with him: I love him for his sate,

And yet I know him a notorious liar,

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward.

Yet these fixed evils sit so fit in him,

That they take place, when virtue's steely bones

Look bleak i'th' cold wind: withal, full oft we see

Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly.

Parolles. Save you, fair queen.

Helena. And you, monarch,
no   Parolles. No.

Helena. And no.

Parolles. Are you meditating on virginity?

Helena. Ay...You have some stain of soldier in you;
let me ask you a question. Man is enemy to virginity,
how may we barricade it against him?

Parolles. Keep him out.

Helena. But he assails, and our virginity, though
valiant in the defence, yet is weak; unfold to us some
warlike resistance.